IV
The Seven Swords
OF seven hues in white elision,
the radii of your silver gyre,
are the seven swords of vision
that spoked the prophets* flaming tyre;
their sistered stridences ignite
the spectrum of the poets* lyre
whose unison becomes a white
revolving disc of stainless fire,
and sights the eye of that sole star
that, in the heavy clods we are,
the kindred seeds of fire can spy,
or, in the cold shell of the rock*
the red yolk of the phoenix-cock
whose feathers in the meteors fly.